1872
New Year 3 Day
I went to London by the midday mail.
Wednesday, 3 January
During the most critical days of the Prince's illness a friend of
Perch's was present one night amongst a great crowd, when an
unfavourable bulletin came from Sandringham. The crowd had
been patiently waiting some time and when the sad bulletin was
posted and read a groan of dismay ran through the people. One
man exclaimed, * Serve him right!' Immediately the infuriated
crowd seized him, stripped him naked, knocked him down and
kicked him up and down the street like a football till the police
biust in and rescued him just in time before he was killed.
Thursday, 4 January
Sam and I went down to Dulwich by rail to see the picture
Gallery at the College. I was delighted with the beautiful picture of
R.embrandt*s pretty servant girl immortalized by himself. There is
also a fine martyrdom of St. Sebastian and the Madonna and child.
But the gems of the collection are the two superb and famous
Murillos, the two Spanish peasant boys and the Spanish flower girl.
The Crystal Palace at Sydenham glittered upon die hill in the sun-
shine like an enormous diamond and seemed to be close to Dulwich.
I went to see the Dore Gallery in Bond Street, a few fine pictures.
There was a noble picture of Paolo and Francesca.
[A gap in the MS. at this point.]
The beautiful girl stripped naked of her blue robe and stabbed in
the side under the left breast is sailing through the air and reclines
half standing, half lying back, supported tenderly in the arms of her
lover who has been stabbed in the same place. They are passing over
the fiery gulf. The naked girl is writhing and drawing up one of her
legs in an agony — but her arms are thrown back and clasped pas-
sionately round her lover's neck. Her head lies upon his breast, her
face is turned back up to his, and her eyes are looking into his eyes.
She seems to look up to him and through him to another for com-
fort and help and strength and an example of sufFering patience, and
he looks down upon her with infinite pity and sadness and tender-
ness and love. The anguish of death is stamped upon her white and
158

